


TheTrageiieof 

Whicjibreathde this poyfon. 

King. Rage mull be withdood, 

Giue me his gage,Lions make Leopards tame, 

Mowb. Yea, but not change his foots, take but my fliame 
Andl refigne my gage my deare clcare Lord. 

The pured tieafuremortall times affoord. 

Is fpotlefle repucation,that away 

Men are but guilded loame,or painted clay,, 

A Iewell in a tennt* times bard vp chcd, 

Isa bold fpirit in a loyall bread: 

Mine honour is my life,both grow in one. 

Take honour from me,andmy life is done: 

Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me try, 

Jn that I Iiue,and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin throw vp your gage,do you beginne* 

'BnL. O God defend my foulc from fuch deepc finne. 
Shall I feemcGred- fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale begger-face impeach my height, ’ 

Before this out-darde dafbrcPerc ray tongue ^ 

Shall wound my honour with fuch feeble wrong. 

Or found fo bafe aparlec,my teeth (hall teare. 

The flauifluiiofiuc of recanting feare, ■ 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace. 

Where fhame doth harbour, aien in Mowbraies face. 

King. We were not borne to fue,but to tominaundj ! 
Which finee wee cannot do to makeyou friendsj/ 
Bercadieas youHife iTiall anfwere it, ' 

At Coucntiyvpon Saint Lambards day, * 

Therefhall your (words arid Isunces arbitrate - 5: , I:f ' . 
The fweiling difference ofyour fettled hate. 

Since wee cannot atone you, you (ball foe 
Judice dcligne the Vigors chiuairie: 

Lord Mar (hall, comm.mnd our Officers at Aimes, 

Be readie to direct theie home alafmes. 


Enter Iohn of (jaunt; with the Dtechejfe ofGlocefter, 
Gaunt . Alas the part I had in Wood (locks bloud, 
Doth more follicite me theny our exclaimed 
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King Ktcnara rncjccona. 

To fibre againfl the butchers of his life, 

Butfince correction lieth in thofe hands. 

Which made the fault that we ca nnot correal, 

Put we our quarrell to the wilof heauen, 

Who when chey foe the houres ripe on earth 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads. 

Duchejfe Findes brotherhood in thee no (harper (purref 
Hath Ioue in thy old bloud no liuingfirc? 

Edwards fouen fonnes wherof thy folfe art one, 

Were as fouen viols of his facred bloud, 

Or fouen faire branches (pringing from one rootc? 
Someofthofe fouen arc dried by natures courfe. 

Some of thofc branches by the Dedinies cut:| 

But Thomat my decre Lord, my life, my Glocefler, 

One viol ful of Edwards (acred bloud, 

One flourishing branch of his mod royall roote 
Is crackt, and al the precious liquor fpilr* 

Is hackt downc, and his (ummcrleaucs al faded > 

By Enuics hand, and Murders bloudy axe. 

Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that bed, that wombe, 
Thatmettal, that folfe mould, thatfalhioned thee 
Made him a man: and though thou Iiueftand breathed 

Yet art thou flaine in hipn, thou deed confont 
In fomc large meafure to thy fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched brother die , 

Who was the model of thy fathers life, . 
f 3 } it not patience Gaunt, it is difpairc. 

In fuffmng thus thy brother to be flaughtred, 

hou (hewed the naked pathway tothy life, 

ho™ toDHtcher ,hce : 

Z nkcMr" man J ' ma ”* intitle Patience! 
^WCovvardicetn noble breads. 






